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We crossed the plain and turned eastward into the entrance
of a mountain gorge that rises gradually between towering
heights.   This was the beginning of the Wadi Feiran, which
runs for about thirty miles into the mountains and drains the
whole of the Serbal Range.   Walls of rose-red and mauve
granite rose up sheer into the sky, where they hung with bare
and jagged peaks, shining against the blue ; and side by side
with them were mountains of pale amber and sulphur-red
streaked with plum-coloured veins of porphyry and black
bands of diorite.    All the beauty which we normally associate
with the colours of grass, heather, and flowers was here poured
recklessly over a fantastic wealth of geological formations.
Never for one moment did the eye  become weary of this
wilderness.   There was some new beauty to be seen along every
yard of the way.   As if Nature were not content with the
natural colours of the rocks, the light filled each hollow and
cranny and  the long, downward  gashes of the mountains
with blues so pale and delicate that I was reminded of the
pale blue of the Connemara hills, and blues so deep and definite
that I compared them to the darkness of the hills of Skye.
How different is this Desert of Sinai from the terrible mono-
tony of the Libyan Desert, with its meaningless contours and
its stone-scattered plains, which take the very heart out of one.
We continued for four hours or so in this exquisite fantasy
of rock,  climbing  all the   time, picking  our way between
scattered  boulders  and  rushing  the   soft,   sandy   portions
of the track, so that we might avoid becoming stuck.   Small
birds with a curious swooping flight were the only living
things we saw until, many miles up the wadi, we came on
camel foals eating thorns, and we knew that, somewhere in a
crook of the hills, or behind the giant boulders, was a Bedouin
tent lying like a black bat spreadea^led on the ground.

At the climax of the gorge we came to the only oasis in the
whole of Southern Sinai, the Oasis of Feiran, the " Pearl of
Sinai *'; but in any other part of the world it would pass as a
pleasant, shady spot with a few trees, a bit of grass, and a
stream. In this wilderness the Oasis is a paradise, and, after
four or five hours of stark mountains, it was good to see green
avenues beneath palm trees, and to hear the sound of goat-
bells and the thin tinkle of water.